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Think of my most princely power
"When I blessed shall devour
With my greedy licorous senses
Beauty, music, sweetness, love,
NX/hile she doth against me prove
Her strong darts but weak defences.

Think, think of those dallyings
When with dovelike murmur ings,
With glad moaning, passed anguish,
We change eyes, and heart for heart
Eachrto other do depart,
Joying till joy makes us languish.

O my thought, my thoughts surcease F

Thy delights my woes increase:

My life melts with too much thinking.

Think no more, but die in me,

Till thou shalt revived be

At her lips, my nectar drinking.

"Lovers9 Dialogue

'WHO is it that this dark night
Underneath my window plameth?*
It is one who from thy sight
Being, ah, exiled, disdameth
Every other vulgar light.

'Why, alas, and are you he?
Be not yet those fancies changed?*
Dear, when you find change in me,
Though from me you be estranged,
Let my change to ruin be.

'Well, in absence this will die;
Leave to see and leave to wonder/
Absence sure will help, if I
Can learn how myself to sunder
From what in my heart doth lie.

"But time will these thoughts remove,
Time doth work what no man knoweth.*
Time doth as the subject prove;
With time still the affection growcth
In the faithful turtle dove.